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THE ,,EDITOR'S 


PREFACE, 
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3 * Editor preſents to Public View the 
Following Poems which he had tranſmitted to 
him by the Son of the Author. He hopes that 
their intrinſic merit, as they treat on the moſt 
3 important and intereſting ſubje&s will plead 
an excuſe for this attempt to bring them into 
notice and utility. 
. From the character which he has 18 able 
2 to obtain of the Author, he finds that he is a 
4M ſerious and well. diſpoſed Gentleman, unam- 
| bitious to ſhine in the world, who has long ſince 
A choſen a calm and peaceful retirement, where 
he can without diſturbance enjoy the ſolacing 
{ſweets of ſerious meditation and the ſerenity 
of mind ariſing from the retroſpet of a life well 
ſpent and a conſcie 0 of offence. 
3 The 


— -Y 


PREFACE 
The Poems will beſt de ſcribe his turnof mind. 
They in a very powerful manner, invite us to 


the practice of every virtue. The poetry is 


very beautiful, the ſentiments ſtrong and ener- 
getic. The arguments for the immortality of 


the Soul and the cheering hopes of a future 
ſtate of felicity for the virtuous are derived 


from the trueſt ſources. 

In this age of infidelity every attempt to ſtem 
its deyaſtating progreſs is laudable and praiſe 
worthy, and the Editor entertains the pleaſing 
ſatisfaction of thinking that the Author's-time 


has not been miſemployed nor his labour in 


vain. _ 


He teaches us that there is a heaven and an 


eternity of happineſs for thoſe who ſeek it ſin- 
cerely and labour for it. He employs the force 
of Reaſon and the light of Scripture in impreſ- 
ſing this momentous truth, and exhorts us to 
keep ourſelves awake from the intoxicating 
pleaſures and cares of this life, to ſhake off the 
unſubſtantial golden dreams that perpetually 
ſurround our fancy and to employ our nobler 
powers to diviner purpoſes, 
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PREFACE. 


He ſhews us by a near view of the Grave 
and Eternity, to ſubdue our paſſions into de- 


votion that makes us begin to ſpeak and a& 


publicly like the Children of God, and gives 
us a ſacred fortitude, a bleſſed ſuperiority of 
Soul over all our fooliſh fears and all the re- 


- proaches of ſinful men. 


The Editor has not been able to prevail on 
the Author to afhx his name to the Work, which 
muſt however abide a monument of his genius 


and the goodneſs of his . 


4 Hon, Abril 
20/1, 1800. 


. we are doom'd the path of Life to tread, 
And after this another will ſucceed ; 
May we before the fleeting ſeaſon's paſt, 
Prepare for that which will for ever laſl ; 
Our path through this, tho* narrow and perplext, 
Preſents a pleaſing proſpect in the next: 
This, muſt be trod though thorns impede the way, 
Whilſt in this jarring, buſtling world we ſtay : 

If no temptations lead us to the wrong, 
Be not diſmay'd, the journey is not long, 
The ſtruggling conflict, ſhortly will be o'er, 
When we will tread this mazy round no more. 
Life is but ſhort, yer merits our eſteem, 
Thoꝰ oft compar'd unto a tranfient dream; 
Let ſurely 'tis the bliſsful ſeaſon given, 
To train us for the happineſs of heaven, 
Not here to dream, or trifle with our fate, 
Since this is man's probationary ſlate ; 
The ſoul ſhould be both active and awake, 
| When happineſs eternal's at the ſtake : 

| | B 
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Tho' ſhort the ſpan, tis all the time we have, 
To ſeek that bliſs which lies beyond the grave, 
To form our lives by virtue's ſacred plan, 

To worſhip God, and juſtice do to man, 

To guard the riſing paſſions of the mind, 

To bend them right, if they are wrong inclin'd : © 
What tho? they are a fierce, rebellious crowd, 
Bold and imperious, poſſitive and lewd ; 

'Tis reaſon's taſk their fury to reſtrain, | 

Not to deſtroy—they were not giv'n in vain. 

*Tis ours to check them when they do rebel, 
They're friends to virtue if they're manag'd well: 
What manly virtues from the paſſions riſe ? 
When fix'd in nature their foundation lies: 
Reſtrain'd and govern'd well by virtue's laws, 
They're active, faithful ſervants in her cauſe : 
But if upon their necks you throw the rein, 
They promiſe pleaſure, but they pay in pain. 
They lead us thro' a maze of wild extremes, 

Of errors, follies, and fantaſtic dreams : 

Which are ſo far from giving real joy, 

They blaſt our pleaſures, and our peace deſtroy ; 
But when the mind by virtue is fubdu'd, 

And no imperious paſſions do intrude, ,_ ", ..: 
When all theſe ſons of ſtrife are charm'd to reſt, 
What calm celeſtial peace inſpires.the breaſt? 
Then is the time to fix us in the right, 


When 
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When heav'n illumes the ſoul with ſacred light, © 
Leans from the realms of bliſs and points the way, 


To yon bright regions of eternal day; 
The mind is then for doing good prepar'd 
To follow virtue for its own reward : 


* 1 


That inward peace, which always does attend A 
The good through life, and crowns his latter end | 


With happineſs, which ever will remain, 


When nature ſickens, and when time is ſlain: 


Tis God alone can guard the good from fear. 


When ev'ry ſign of diſſolution's near: | 
Can chear the ſoul, and bid our hopes ariſe, 


Through ev'ry NG E752 1 aſpect of the ſkies. 


Suppoſe the gen'ral conflagration nigh, 
When fable clouds involve the concave ſæy, 


When dreadful light: nings darting through the gloom, 


Foretels the world's inexorable doom, 
When awful peals of thunder rolling round, 
Alarm us with their dire tremendous ſound : 
How dreadful is this elemental ſtrife ? 
Threat'ning deſtruction to the world of life; 
All nature ſhudd'ring to the dark profound, 


The tott'ring mountains, and the groaning ground 


Are dire preſages of the future fate, | 

Of this great ball, tho* now it rolls in ſtate! 

Tho? full five thouſand circuits it has run, 

Through i its wide orbit, round the central ſun: 
B 2 


Suppoſe 
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Suppoſe it now diſſolving in the flame, | 
Would not the bliſs of Angels be the ſame? 
Would not the virtuous ſoul with hope ſerene, 
Survey this awful and tremendous ſcene] i 
Then are not Angel's ſouls dinodg d from clay, 

Whoſe purer eſſence time will not decay? 

For when the ſoul ſhall quit this dark abode, 
Can you ſuppoſe that i image of his God, 

i Which unto man his great Creator gave, 

4 Will ſleep in duſt, and moulder in the grave ? 
F | That breath of life which did from God deſcend, 
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1 Muſt be immortal; therefore knous no end. 
* If theſe are ſacred truths, the caſe i is plain, 
Man vas not ſent into this world i in vain;, _ 
This life in ſloth or indolence to ſpend ; 5 
"Twas giv him for a more important end: | 
| To worſhip God and do what good he. can, 

! Is the peculiar taſk afſign'd to man: 
In this ſhort life, our conduct here below, 
Muſt fit us for eternal bliſs, or woe: 
Since man is bleſt with an immortal mind, 
And for eternal happineſs deſign'd ; . 

If thys diſtinguiſh'd, his degen rate race; 
He muſt he train'd and tutor'd for the place, 
His ſoul prepar'd by virtuous actions here, 
For happineſs in yon ſublimer ſphere, 
Muſt lay his vice and follies all aſide, 
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Nor hope to enter heaven thus qualify'd ; 

A ſlave to vice, or by his paſhons led, 

With all his crimes freſh viewed; his head: 
Or if admitted to the ſacred place, | 
Unfit companion for th* Angelic race: 

Who hopes in, heaven true happineſs to, find, 
Jo virtue here, muſt conſecrate his mind ; 

It is to thoſe a bleſſing to be born, 

Whoſe virtuous actions do their lives adora, 


That when the cloſing ſcene of life draws nigh, ; 


They may have nothing elſe to do but die, 
How eaſy then is the tranſition made, 
When virtue has a ſure foundation laid ? 
To leave this world for an immortal crown, 


To ſleep in peace, to lay his burden doun. 


Muſt be a conſolation to the bleſ, 


Whoſe labqur's ended, to retire to reſt. 
This pond'rous load of clay to leave behind. 
Which but retards the progreſs of the mind. 
lu A 
From theſe dark regions, to the realms of Light, |. 


Which checks the ſoul in its ethereal flight, 
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SERIOUS - REFLECTIONS 
upon viewing the Tombs, Graves, Oc, in 


n CHURCH YARD. 
| vt 45 


See from theſe tombs, as from an humble ſhrine, | : ö 7 
Truth radiant goddeſs, ſallies on my ſoul _ my * 
And puts deluſion's duſky train to flight, . „ 2 


Diſpels the miſts our ſultry paſſions raiſe MERE 
From objects low; Terreſtrial and obſcene,” '' 1 | 
And ſhews the real eſtimate of things. , Youys- 


Tur ſilent evening here, I often ſpenxgd : » 
Alone, or ſometimes with a ſerious friend ; © 5 1 25 | 


Here to reflect on man's approaching doom, kt 
Divine inſtruction echoes from the romb : wy. 2 
From ſleeping duſt may be collected her, * 
An uſeful leſſon, to a heart ſincere: «lo chick } 
Theſe monumental ſtones erected nih, 11 


This truth confirms: that man was born to die; 
| Whoſe very birth, declares his death begun, 
Juſt as the dawn foretels the ſetting ſun : 
Yer when the laſt tremendous hour may be, 
Is what no human wiſdom can foreſee ; 
The ſcene may cloſe, the curtain may be drawn, 


* 
4 % 


eerenely pleas'd when ev'ry danger's paſt, 
ro ſleep beneath this friendly ſhade at laſt. 
Arnis ſolemn truth is evidently clear, 
bort and precarious, is our ſtation here; 


aud all around us haſtens to decay; 
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(For ought we know) before to-morrow's daun. 
This life's a debt we muſt to nature pay, - 

Then where's the diff*rence if diſcharg'd to-day ? 
To-morrow, or when eighty years are paſt, 
»Twill ſeem a ſhort contracted ſpan at laſt. 
Our taſk perform'd it matters not how ſoon, 
Would we complain if call'd to reſt at noon ? 
Or tempeſt toſs'd, where raging billows roar, 
Too ſoon to gain ſome hoſpitable ſhore ; 

In deep diftreſs, in ſickneſs or in pain, 

| Are we not glad ſome kind relief to gain? 
So when the various tolls of life ſhall end, 
May we not look on death as on a friend? 


4 Life, with its fleeting pleaſures flies away, 


STT hough health and youthful vigour yet remain, 
And the warm blood flows briſk in ev'ry vein, 
Life ſmoothly glides and ſteals away our prime, 
(So ſoftly treads the downy feet of time,) 

We ſcarce perceive till our meridian's o'er, 
And when once paſt, it will return no more: 
Tho' you in ſome exalted ſtation live, 

Poſſeſt of all this tranſient world can give, 


(8) 
Be not deceiv'd, nor think your bliſs complete, 
When forrune ſmiles, ſhe often ſmiles deceit ; 
Amidſt the pomp that glitters here below, 
May lie conceal'd ſome hidden cauſe of woe, 
Contending paſſions may diſturb our reſt, 
Or guilt may raiſe a tempeſt in the breaſt, 
A truth too oft by ſad experience found, 
When cer we tread upon forbidden ground: 
What need we aſk if this or that be ſin, 
Conſult that faithful monitor within, 
Who whiſpers truth into the liſt'ning ear, 
And feeling heart, that's honeſt and ſincere: 
True happineſs (you ſons of folly know,) 
Is ſeldora found by mortals here below, 
This tranſient world is not by heav'n deſign'd, 
A place of reſt for man's immortal mind, 
The virtuous ſoul aſpiring ſtill ro rife, 
Pants for immortal bliſs above the ſkies, 
Nor leaves on earth one ling'ring wiſh behind: 
Earth is but earth, tho? it's to gold refin'd. 
His hope's in heaven, nor will he vainly truſt, 


What mouldering time confumes to native duſt, 


Nor from external things expects to find, 


That inward peace which warms the virtuous mind: 


Which nought on earth can give, nor yet controul, 


That calm celeſtial ſun- ſnine of the ſoul, 


Which flows from virtue, and a conſcience clear, 


1 
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The only bliſs we can inherit here : 

What's honour, wealth, or popular aro 72 
The flimſy phantoms of life's buſy dream, 
(Whatever vain ambition may pretend,) | 
They're mere deluſive bubbles in the end. 


Suppoſe your name in Fame's broad lift enroll'd; © 


The dream's ſoon ended and the ſtory told, 

The heart that pants for fame, muſt ceaſe to beat: 
Then what avails it to be rich or great? 
Your flatt'ring hopes one moment here ſuſpend, 
Of human greatneſs, ſee the final end! 
Who but of late was ſtruggling here to riſe ; 
This Epitaph informs you where he lies. 

Cold earth the fable cov'ring of his head, 

The ſlimy ſnail creeps flowly o'er his bed. 
Enough indeed to check all human pride, 

If you but caſt one ſerious glance aſide.: 

How low is vain ambition tumbled down? 

This is the final end of proud renown! 

The fatal period of all human bliſs, - 

Even crowns and ſceptres come at laſt to this; 
Then ceaſe to wonder at the change you ſee, 

*T will ſhortly be the caſe. with you and me, 
Alike materials do this frame compoſe, 

By nature weak, and worn with num'rous woes; 
Though hopes and fears by turns may intervene, 
Approaching death will cloſe the chequer'd ſcene ; 


1 
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We 
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We may be from our deareſt pleaſures torn, 

Before the cock proclaims the riſing morn. . 

Since all things here are fleeting at the beſt, 

Then where's the rock whereon the ſoul may reſt? - 

Collect your wand'ring hopes, and ſtrive to find, 
That happineſs which centres in the mind: 

That peace, which happineſs we juſtly call,' 

Muſt come from virtue, if it comes at all. 

The very ſource from whence our bliſs muſt ſpring, 

For conſcious guilt's a ſtranger to the thing 

He only's bleſt, who keeps in virtue's road, 

Who ſtands prepar'd to die. To meet his God. 

For tho' temptations compaſs him around, 

The chriſtian hero! firmly keeps his ground, 

His poſt maintains; whilſt God himſelf commands, 

Under whoſe banner he ſecurely ſtands : 

Nor danger fears, prepar'd to meet his foes, 

To conquer or to die in virtue's cauſe. 

Convinc'd who leads a life of virtue here, 

May welcome death, they nothing have to fear. 

Tranſporting thought! what happineſs is this? 

The good muſt die to live in endleſs bliſs. 
Whilſt thoughts like theſe do in our boſoms riſe, 

The diſtant landſcape fades before our eye 

The Sun's reſplendent rays being fled and gone, 

Nought but the Moon's pale creſcent dimly ſnone. 


en 1 


When through the gloom our ſteps we home ward bend, 
This ev'ning walk with theſe reflections end. 
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EVENING THE SECOND. 
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The man how bleſt who ſick of gaudy ſcenes, 
As led by choice, to take his fav'rite walks, 
Beneath death's gloomy ſilent cypreſs ſhade : 
To view his monuments, to weigh his duſt, 


Viſit his vaults, and dwell among the tombs. 
N. Tuovcnts. 


— 


N EXT evening being quite ſerene and fair, 
We to the ſacred place again, repair; | 
The ſetting Sun at the decline of day, | 
Had ting'd the mountains with his golden ray, 
When we approach'd to take a cloſer view, 
And our reflections once again renew, 
Then ſtop, ſaid I! ſurvey this ſolemn ſcene, 
Theſe ſculptur'd ſtones, and graves array'd in green. 
The nerrow cells, which round this path are ſpread, 
Theſe are the peaceful manſions of the dead : 
Where wearied nature takes her laſt repoſe, 

2 From 
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From this vain world - its num'rous train of woes. 
Perhaps ſome. dear departed friend is laid. 
To ſleep in peace beneath this awful ſhade, 

Some dear companion of your happieſt life, 

A tender parent, or beloved wife, 

Perhaps a darling ſon, or daughter dear, 

Lies buried with your hopes in ſilence here: 

Be that your caſe, it is not your's alone, 

Nor think you feel a pang, to me unknown ; 
When love ſincere is rooted in the heart, 

By time confirm'd, I own its hard to part; 

To check our tears, and inward grief controul, - 
Demands the firmeſt fortitude of ſoul : 

Tho? nature bends beneath a load of grief, 

Yet heaven, we hope, will ſurely ſend relief. 

Who wipes the tears of innocence diſtreſs' d. 
And lifts the burden from the virtuous breaſt ; 
Will mitigate the ſorrows that we feel, 

The wounds of our afflicted boſoms heal; 

If we for his divine aſſiſtance call, 

Who lov'd, who griev'd, who bled, who ai'd for all, 
With patience bend to heaven's afflicting rod, 
And our dependence firmly fix on God. 

Tho' we. may linger yet awhile behind, 

Death is the certain fate of all mankind, 

And very {hart the interval between | 

The dawn of lite, and its laſt cloſing ſcene; 


No 
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No ſtage in human life from danger's free, 
Eighty is mortal, ſo is twenty three: 

Then do not grieve nor let one falling tear, 
Bedew the ſilent duſt, which ſlumbers here: 
Indulgent heav'n, whoſe providential eye, 
Perhaps ſaw ſome impending danger nigh, 

Our friend remov'd before the tempeſt ſpread, 
Or broke its raging fury on his head: 

Who knows our weakneſs, will remove the cauſe, 
Or kindly draw the curtain o'er our woes : 

If we on him with full aſſurance reſt, 

Who wiſely governs all things for the beſt, 

'Tis juſt, (whene'er the weren mandate's giv 'n " 
We ſhould refign unto the will of heav'n, 

At whoſe decree ſhall man preſume to mourn ? 
Who ſprang from duſt, ſhall unto duſt return, 
For this important change may we prepare, 
Since human life hangs on a ſlender hair, 

The thread once broke, the fatal dye is caſt, 

Our doom determin'd when we breathe our laſt ; 
But yer ſuppreſs your grief, while I impart, 
The ſweeteſt conſolation to the heart, 

Confirm'd in this, the dead in Chriſt ſhall riſe, 
To meet their bleſt Redeemer in the ſkies; 
Though this frail fabric moulder and decay, 

| Tho! heaven, and earth, and ſtars ſhould melt away; 
Be well aſſur'd of this important truth, | 

The 
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The ſoul ſhall flouriſh in immortal Youth, 


To ſhare the bliſs of Chriſt's redeeming love, 
With Saints and Angels in the realms above. 


— 


EVENING THE THIRD. 


A friend's monument, isa friend's legacy, and a richer to the con. 
ſiderate, than any parchment can convey.  Lire's Revs 


'T are ſilent realms, let me once more ſurvey, 
Where death his ſceptre wields with awful ſway, 
Where the pale ſubjects of his gloomy reign, 
Lie ſcatter'd round me o'er his dark domain; 
Who but of late in youthful vigour ſhone, 
Now mould'ring lie beneath ſome wounded ſtone, 
In earth's cold boſom, from our ſight convey'd, 
To the dark gloom of this tremendous ſhade. 

Here let me muſe, and fix a thoughtful eye, 
Where wrapt in duſl, the ſacred atoms lie 

Of my departed friend, whoſe laſt remains, 

This ſolemn, ſilent ſpot of peace, contains. 
Life's tedious load, he dragg'd, full cighty years, 
Thro' all its changing ſcenes of hopes and fears, 
| | The 
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The dreary vale he paſs'd, through various fate, 
In this precarious, fluctuating ſtate. 
One while with joyful pleafing proſpects crown'd, 
Elate with hope, then ſunk in grief profound : 
Toſs'd like the floating bark, before the wind, 
As various paſſions actuate the mind. | 

This life's a ſtruggling conflict at the beſt, 
Thro' toils and dangers lies the road to reſt, 
Yet bleſſings oft from ſeeming ills ariſe, 
And bring true wiſdom to the truly wiſe ; 
The man who adverſe fortune-never knew, 
One half the ſcenes of nature can bur view ; 
The moſt inſtructive leſſon we can find, 
Flows from afflictions, to the virtuous mind : 
Afflictions are not ills, fince they are given, 
By the unerring hand of bounteous heaven, 
They fall upon the truly good and wiſe, 
To give thoſe latent virtues, exerciſe; 
Which in the calms of life do lie conceal'd, 
In adverſe fortune are to light reveal'd. 
Mark well the good! his ſtation where you will, 
The humble vale, or top of fortune's hill, 
Whether with wealth, with power and plenty bleſt, 
With tolls, with cares, or poverty oppreſl : 
Unmov'd he views the fluctuating ſcene, 
With mind unruffl'd and a foul ſerene, 
Not all the ſnares that in his path are ſpread, 


Nor 
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Nor threat'ning dangers rolling o'er his head, 
Can ſtop, diſturb, or daunt his ſteady mind. 
Io peace, to virtue, and to heav'n reſign'd: 
If at his death no fun'ral pomp's diſplay'd, 
Nor tattling ſtone to tell you where he's laid, 
The ſweet reflection on a life well ſpent, 
Supplies both Epitaph and Monument; 
Who in this life, his part hath acted well, 
May ſleep ſecurely in his humble cell, 
Till heaven ſhall deign to wake his ſlumb'ring duſt, 
To bliſs eternal, with the good and juſt. 

But when, alas! will theſe reflections end? 
Can 1 forget my dear departed friend? + 
The ſad rememb'rance yet renews my pain, 
We're parted, yet in hopes to meet again, 
In yon bright region, in a happier clime, 
Beyond the far expanded waſte of time, 
Where joy's eternal ſpring, for ever flows, 
And happineſs no intermiſſion knows : 
Yet nature's weak, and oft diſharmoniz'd, 
And frets at loſing what we over-priz'd, 
Which heaven but lent—then why ſhould: we complain ? 
When the bleſt donor takes his own again. 5 
Or on his graye to drop one tender tear, 
Whoſe life was honeſt, virtuous and ſincere: 
Since all are bleſt who virtuous lives have led,” 


Then where's the cauſe of nnn for the dead = 
Shall 


T 


6 


Shall man to whom the gift of life is given, 
(The moſt diftinguiſh'd favourite of heaven, 
With reaſon bleſt; yet ſeldom reaſons right,) 
Preſume to cenſure wiſdom Infinite ? 

Scarce wiſe enough, thy ignorance to ſee, 

So wide the diff rence *rween thy God and thee, 
Thou canſt not fee through his myſterious plan, 
(Perfection's not the attribute of man.) 

A frail attenuated child of duſt, 

Shall he inform his Maker what is juſt? 
Inſtruct him when to ſtrike, and when to ſpare, 
Since all alike are his peculiar care: 

Submiſſive bend to his Almighty power, 

On whom we are dependant ev'ry hour, 

Since ev'ry bleſſing which to man can fall, 


Muſt flow from God, the ſov'reign Lord of all, 


Our ſtubborn wills to him may we reſign, 
Who claims obedience by a right divine, 

So reaſon ſpeaks, if we would hear her voice, 
No cauſe to grieve but rather to rejoice, 

The body dies, this truth you may believe, 
Juſt when the virtuous ſoul begins to live, 


Reſign'd to heav'n, I with my friend will part, | 


Who ſhar'd my counſels, pleaſures and my heart: 


In hopes, to meet again the man I lov'd, 

In happineſs and virtue much improv'd : 

The woe which diſappointment often brings, 
D 


From 
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From our falſe views and eſtimate of things, 
With patience by his virtuous mind was born, | 
He view'd their pointleſs/ſtings with modeſt ſcorn : 
When fortune's ſtandard/glitter'd in the wind, 

Hung with thoſe trifles which allure mankind, 
Where wealth and honour, power and pleaſure ſhone, 
As by that partial, fickle goddeſs drawn, | 
In glaring colours, and deluſive charms, 
To tempt unguarded mortals to her arms, 
Their gilded baits could no temptation bring, 

To him who-knew the ſhadow from the thing: 
One gleam of hope which conſcious virtue knows, 
Out weighs the fleeting favours ſhe beſtows, 

For who purſues her with too anxious care, 

May graſp a ſhade, or fill his arms with air, 

Nor mors ſubſtantial bleſſings hope to find, 

Who follow phantoms, fleeting in the wind, 
Which mock our hopes, and from our wiſhes fly, 
Or if poſleſs'd they in poſſeſſion die: 

A ftriking proof and evidence of this, 

The ſoul was meant for happier ſcenes of bliſs, 
Which ſomewhere in the realms of ſpace muſt lic, 
(If not on earth, above the ſtarry ſky.) _ 
Where hope aſpiring, leaves the world below, 
Where uſcleſs trifles make a pompous ſhow. 

* This vale of tears, this magazine of toys, 

Ot ſhadows, bubbles, empty air and noiſe, 
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Which neer could charm, diſturb or break his reſt, 


Who in himſelf, was more ſupremely bleſt, 
Than he, who in the ſhining courts remain, 
Where diſcord, faction, and confuſion reign. 


No wealth (he ſaw) could purchaſe peace of mind, 


And guilty pleaſures left a ſting behind, 

That golden prop which luxury ſuſtain'd, 

Was oft by fraud or by oppreſſion gain'd, 

But that which honeſt toil and pains acquir'd, 
The virtuous ſometimes gain'd what he deſir'd; 
A frugal plenty and a calm retreat, 

Far from the noiſe and grandeur of the great, 
Where all the wiſe and good could chuſe to reſt, _ 
Who are content to be obſcurely bleſt. 


Tho? future times ſhould not afford his name, N 


One ſingle echo from the trump of Fame, 

Becauſe no court or camp he ever prov'd,. 

But from their noiſe and clamour far remov'd, 

Yet ſhall his memory be dear to thoſe, | 

Who live in ſilence and in peace repoſe, 

Who ſtill prefer to grandeur, pride and ſhow, 

A cottage in ſome rural vale below ; 

That lofty hill where curs'd ambition ſtands, 

And all her vot'ries with uplifted hands 

Do offer incenſe, at her tott'ring ſhrine, 

Yet peace, O virtue! ever will be thine, 

He now is bleſt remote from anxious ſtrife, 
* 
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The thought of death is the direQing helm of life, 
and he N ae wreck who lays that thought aſide, 


But all are ſubje& ſoon or late, 


Here tyrants from oppreſſion ceaſe, 


( 20 ) 


Who through the various ſcenes of flecting life, 
Did for the regions of the bleſt repair, 
And now reſigns the burthen of his care. 


CY 


— CEC SEE 
EVENING THE FOURTH. 


Lire” ; Rev. 


Fx ROM folly's thoughtleſs ſcenes withdraw, 
And here reflect with me, | 

A period of your pride and ſhow, 
This ſolemn ſcene muſt be, 

In human life no rank nor ſtate, 
One moment ſtands ſecure, 


To death's all-conquering power, 
Heroes and kings and ſubjects die, 
Here all one fate they have, 
Their undiſlinguiſh'd atoms lie, | 
And mingle in the grave. « 


And 


E 
And here the ſlave ſhall gain, 


A happy and a ſafe releaſe, 


From ſorrow and from pain; 

The wicked with the good and juſt, 
Lie in this ſilent ſnade, 

What riſing heaps of mould'ring duſt, 
On each cold boſom's laid ? 

The rich may here ſurvey his fate, 
And learn to underſtand, 

He muſt exchange his vaſt eſtate, 
For ſcarce ſix feet of land: 

Then caſt not a diſdainful eye, 
Upon the poor diſtreſt, | 

Since ſhortly thou as low muſt lie, 
In humble duſt to reſt. | 

Impartial heaven whoſe care extends, 
Alike to all mankind, 

All for the ſame important ends, 
And purpoſes deſign'd : 

Tho? fortune hath her ſmiles withdrawn, 
And clos'd her partial hand, 

At the laſt awful morning's dawn, 
As naked thou muſt ſtand: 


Why in this world would man be great? 


Since all that he can have, 
Is but a future winding ſheet, 
A coffin and a grave. 


= Ambition's 
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Ambition's vain and airy dream, 
Is to its period drawn, 
Each tow'ring and aſpiring ſebeme, 4 
Is blaſted in its dawn. 1 n 
Reflect! and view you faded flower, 
Twas blown and in its pride, 
In one revolving fleeting hour, 
It bow'd its head and di'd : 
Such is the fate of mortal man, 
(Tho' blooming in his prime,) 
So flies each portion of his ſpan, 
Upon the wings of time. 
How ſlender is the veil between 8 N 
Us, and that future ſtate | g 
Of life, that lies behind the ſcene 
Of an eternal date? 
Perhaps I never more ay ſce, 
To-morrow's riſing Sun, 
»Tis only known, O Lord, to thee, 


How near my glaſs is run. -Þ 
Then let not my reflections ceaſe, | 
But humbly view the bed, th 4 


Where I ere long do hope (in peace,) 
To reſt my weary head: 
Till natures univerſal groan, 
When into chaos hurl'd, Ip 
This mould'ring heap, the foul alone, 


Survives 


( 23 ) 


Survives a wrecking world. 

When each revolving orb that rolls, 
In pathleſs fields of air, 

Shall ſhake and tremble to their poles, 
And dreadful light'nings glare; 

How ftriking is this awful proof, 
The time is drawing nigh, 

Yon ſolemn temple's lofty roof, 
Shall ſoon in ruins lie ; 

When each reſplendent glitt'ring gate, 
Is melting from its bands, 

And all the regal pomp and ſtate, 
Where yon proud palace ſtands, 

Diſſolving to an heap of duſt, 
Each ſpire and lofty wall, 

Each monumental marble buſt; 

ls tott'ring to its fall. 

When time its rapid courſe has run, 
And dawns that awſul day, 

This earth with yonder radiant Sun, 
And ſlars ſhall melt away. 

When quite diſſolv'd this earthly ball, 
And rolling orbs of heaven, 

*T will be but to the virtuous ſoul, 
A joyful ſignal given: 

To re-unite the waking duſt, 
In yon cold dark abode, 


Which 
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Which long repos d the ſacred truſt, 
Of an indulgent God. 


From yawning graves the juſt ſhall riſe, 
With heavenly rays to ſhine, | 

In ſcenes of bliſs, above the ſkies, 
Eternal and divine. A 


EVENING THE FIFTH. 


They who continually think of death are the only 
perſons who do not fear it, PI Aro. 


Hue we not here an uſeful leſſon read, 
Collected from the aſhes of the dead ? 

If in their duſt we can ſome prudence find, 

To mend the heart, or to improve the mind, 

Or by reflection, if we wiſdom gain, 

Theſe thoughtful evening walks are not in vain : 
Which we in ſerious contemplation ſpend, 
They ſhew us our original, and end ; 

Our future ſelves as in a glaſs we ſee, 

Both what we were, we are, and ſoon muſt be; 


The broken earth heay'd by the ſexton's ſpade, 


(The 


n 


The frail materials of which man is made 
Bids us prepare before it be too late 
To meet this awful meſſenger of fate: av oF 
Whoſe ghaſtly emblem ſtands in armour dreſt. 
His fatal dart prepar'd, to wound thy breaſt; * 
Yet do not ſtart, nor view with wild ſurpriſe, 

The haggard ſkeleton before our eyes, | 

Tho! ſilent he conveys this truth to thee, 

Remember man ! thou mult be ſach as he. 

The glaſs ſupported by his clattering hand, 

Seems to foretel when time has run its ſand, + 
Approaching death will end all human ftrife,” 

His ſythe's prepar'd to cut the thread of life; 

Yet why diſmay'd? the good have nough: to fear, 
Tho? death ſhould end his mortal being here, 
What tho” the Sun no more on him ſhould ſhine, / 

That thinking, throbbing particle divine 
Which came from God, enjoys a brighter ray, 

Where no dark gloom obſcures the face of day, 

What beams of light illume the bleſt abode, 

Of Angels, which ſyrround the throne of God; 

Man cannot ſee that clear celeſtial light, © 

Till death remove the veil which clouds the fighr, 

Till heaven ſhall deign to ſer the priſoner free, 

A veil of duſt precludes the ſight from thee : 

Shall we not then invoke his friendly aid? 

To ſmooth the paſſage and remove the ſhade, 5 

| | F. To 


G4 
To e us chedigh this doleful vale of tears, 
Confirm our hopes and mitigate our fears; 

The vale of death by us frail mortals ey d, 
Appears both awful, diſmal, dark and wide; 
Tis our weak fight which magnifies the gloom, 
And plants thoſe ſpectres in, or near the tomb: 
If we live well and for our laſt prepare, 
The king of terrors wears a milder air, 
He ſmiles on virtue; tho' on vice he frown'd, 

*Tis guilt alone that gives him power to wound, 
\ Guilt, arms with terror his tremendous eye, 

And whets the ſword, that hangs upon his thigh, 
That cauſe 'remov'd, the dire effects will ceaſe, 
A life of virtue always ends in peace: 
Think not this mighty monarch of the grave, 
Supreme in power, can he the ſoul cnflave? _ 
Look round his realms, his dark domains ſurvey, 
His ſubjects are but heaps of mould”ring clay. 

Death breaks the clods which from the duſt began. 
The brittle, clay- built cottage of the man; 
The dire diſeaſe contracted in the womb, - 
Purſues it from the cradle to the tomb : 

The virtuous ſoul is from corruption free, 
And life immortal in reſerve for thee, 
Diſlodg'd from clay the man is yet alive, 
Which to eternal ages will ſurvive: 

Mark well! the admonition which I give, 

N That 


(#0): 
That by reflection you may learn to live. 
In early life the ſeeds of wiſdom ſow, 

Experience is the ſoil whereon they grow ; 

If we in action carefully purſue, 

Such as will bear a retroſpective view, 

Who wiſdom plants on virtue's fruitful ſoil, 

Is ſure to reap the fruits of all his toil; 

In doing good your prime of life engage, 

<Twill ſpare your penitential tears in age, 
Prevent your bluſhes, eaſy make your bed, 
When time has ſcatter'd ſhow upon your head. 

Calm and ſerene he views the ſetting Sun, 

Whoſe tafk is ended and his work well done, 
Who ſpends the day in doing what-1s right, 
Sweet are his peaceful ſlumbers in the night; 

So bleſt is he, who drawing near his laſt, 

Can look with pleaſure on his actions paſt, 

Who by the ſacred rules of virtue lives, : 
That peace enjoys which conſcious vice ne'er gives, 
Tho? vice may bloom and flouriſh here below, 
His pomp is but the gilding of his woe: 

Who vainly hopes for peace or ſeeks for reſt; 
While guilt preſents a dagger to his breaſt. 
In what condition is his tortur'd mind, 

Who ſtarts with fear at every breath of wind ? 
The very breeze which whiſpers o'er his head, 
Diſturbs his peace when conſcious virtue's fled : 
| E 2 There's 


( 28 ) 


There's no rebuke ſo powerful to controul, 
The mind; as when conviction ſtrikes the ſoul, 


When fell remorſe whoſe arguments are ſtrong, 
And conſcience tells us we have acted wrong, 
When we from virtue-into error fall, 

That tyrant guilt makes cowards of us all. 
The ſoul unmann'd the face with bluſhes, 3 
Who can ſuſtain or raiſe the drooping head; 
The aid of heaven invoke in this extreme, 

God is in mercy as in might ſupreme; 


He will regard each penitential tear, 


Spontaneous flowing from a heart ſincere, _ 
Stretch forth his hand the helpleſs to reſtore ; 

Give him thy heart, and he requires no more. 
When God's your friend, you need no longer mourn, 
Then peace with conſcious virtue will return, 
When reconcil'd to him, whoſe power can ſave 
The ſoul ; and ſmooth your paſſage to the grave. 


eee 
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— 
EVENING THE SIXTH. 
— 


Among the actors on life's buſy ſtage, 

See thoughtleſs youth and unreflecting age; 
One repreſents the follies of the times, 

And modiſh vice collects from foreign climes, 
The other vainly dreaming to the laſt, 
Vet nel er reflects upon his actions paſt, 
Whilſt thoſe who ſtrive in virtue to excell, 
Receive the juſt reward of acting well. 


Seck man is wiſer by reflection <=—"<ax 

When night's dim curtain overſpreads the plains, . 

True wiſdom learn in this ſequeſter'd ſhade, 

Among thoſe tombs where ſolemn ſilence reigns : 
Surrounded with the bones of thoſe who trod, 

Of late, the buſy active ſcenes of life, 

Man may converſe familiar with his God, 272 

Retir'd from crowds from tumults and from firife G2 

May he not learn to fix a juſt eſteem? . 7 

On fleeting things in all the ir pomp array d, 

Since life itſelf is nothing but a dream, 

And man at beſt is but a flecting ſhade. 
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Ih his is a truth which cannot be deny'd, 


% All human things are ſubject to decay,” 
The moſt diſtinguiſn'd ſon of human pride, 
Is but tne tranſient viſion of a day ; 
Tho' now he's flatter'd-by-a-ſervile crowd, 
Weak as himſelf, as fooliſh and as vain, 
To-morrow's dawn may wrap him in his ſhrqud, 
Then what's the uſe of all this pompous train? 
No ſplendid pomp, no equipage he needs, 
To train up uſeleſs ſervants at command, 
Who in the humble path of virtue treads, 
To guard his paſſage to the heavenly land. 
An honeſt heart will ſerve him in the way, 
And conſcious virtue prove his ſureſt friend, 
Safely conduct him to the realm of day, 
And make him happy at his journey's end; 
Then why the buſtle that is often made, 
For fleeting things as fickle as the wind? 


| While we purſue a vifionary thade, 


The moſt important taſk is left behind. 

Can man who is convine'd that he muſt TY 
Stand thoughtleſs unprepar'd to meet the yore 
Can he fupinely in dull Htigour li, 
Until the fatal point Thall pierce his heart? 

Who knows the worth of an immortal ſoul, 
Can be regardleſs how his time he ſpends, 

1 "wp unimprov'd can ſee the minutes rex, 


On 


Cw) 


On which eternal happineſs depends. 
May we not learn from this reflective. view, 
Theſe vain deluſive phantoms to deſpiſe ? 
When we too oft with eager haſte purſue, 
Until the bubble breaks before our eyes; 
Aſpire, my ſoul, leave this fantaſtic ſcene, 
With juſt ambition may our hopes ariſe, 
This world is for the ſoul a place too mean, 
And hope too low that lurks beneath the ſkies : 
Spring from this earth and ſtretch thy pinions wide, 
Through yielding Ether to a land unknown, 
Hope thy companion, Providence thy guide, 
To realms of bliſs, which may be all thy own. 
Though man's a poor dependant being here, 
Whoſe body to this humble ſhrine we truſt, 
May be an Angel in a happier ſphere, 
When this frail cottage moulders into duſt. 
If we improve the time which heav'n has lent, 
Our hopes on God alone will find repoſe, 
At the concluſion of a life well ſpent, - 
When the laſt Evening of this life ſhall cloſe. 
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Saoury Angels leave their bliſsful ſeats on high, 
And o'er this world caſt an impartial eye, 

Survey the actions of mankind, and then, 

Give in their catalogue of worthy men: 

*T would differ much from what vain mortals draw, 
Of tyrants who have kept the world in awe, 


Mr. App1s0N in his proſe writings ben W that: if 


Angels were to look into the ways of mankind, and give in their 
catalogue of worthies, it would differ much from that, which any 
of our ſpecies would draw up. We are dazzled with the ſplen- 


dor of titles, the oſtentation of learning, the noiſe of victories, &t. 


They on the contrary ſee the philoſopher in the cottage, who 
poſſeſſes his ſoul with patience and thankfulneſs, under the pre- 
ſures of what little minds call poverty and diſtreſs, The evening 


walk of a wiſe man is more illuſtrious in their ſight than the march 


of a General at the head of an hundred thouſand men. 
A contemplation of God's works, a generous concern for the 


| good of mankind, and unfeigned exerciſe for 3 only de. 
nominate men great and glorious. 
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THE GREAT MAN. 
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Who 
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+ Who boaſt of ſieges and of battles won, 
Nations enſlav'd, and mighty realms undone; 
By their ſucceſsful arms, and conquering ſword, 
Brought vanquiſh'd ſlaves beneath one common lord t 
Tho? high in fame they eminently ſhine, | 
Cæſar and Churchill in the martial line, 
Of laurels ſtill adorn the victor's brow, | 
They bloom yet on the Grecian mad-min too. 
Theſe are the mighty men we heroes call, 
Fame's noiſy trumpet echoes round the ball, 
Their glorious deeds—would Angels call them good, 
Whoſe hands are ſtain'd and garments roll'd in blood; 
We're dazzl'd with the ſplendor of the great, | 
His pompous title and his great eſtate ; 
Troops of attendants croud his ſpacious hall, 
While cringing vaſals round him proſtrate fall, 
Profuſion ſhines on his luxurious board, 
Does this declare the greatneſs of my lord ? 
He drinks in gold, perhaps, and dines on plate, 
While famine is imploring at his gate, | 
He fees that ſmiling plenty which abounds, _ 
Profuſely thrown to his voracious hounds, 
Whilſt they in pamper'd luxury are fed, 
The neighb'ring poor are languiſhing for bread: 
If this is greatnels may my wiſh prevail, 
Grant me a cottage in ſome rural vale; 
My wants ſupply'd or if I with for more, 
F To 
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Io keep the ſtranger or relieve the poor, 


My humble ſtation let who will deride, 

I'll ſcorn, his pomp or ſupercilious pride. 
Nor ſhall my cenſure too ſeverely fall, 

Mark well! this picture was not drawn for all, 
The rich and great may have the juſteſt claim, 


To laſting honour and immortal fame, 


Whoſe gen'rous heart his bounty can extend, 

His king, his country, and religion's friend; 

In virtue's cauſe his wealth and power beſtow, 
He acts the part of Providence below, 

Who checks tyrannick power, and breaks his rod; 


And is on earth a ſubſtitute of God, 


Were ſuch in power, he well deſerves command, 
Who deals out bleſſings with a liberal hand; 

Jo ſuch if injur'd innocence complain, 

Ue finds redreſs, nor aſks relief in vain; 

Near ſuch if honeſt poverty reſide, 

He comfort finds and has his wants ſupply d, 

To clothe the naked and the hungry feed, 


. Theſe ſocial virtues make him great indeed. 


Does not another claſs our notice claim? 
Is not the learn'd a candidate for fame ? 
Who ſeeks for knowledge to enrich his mind, 
To know himſelf, and then to know mankind, . 
To learn true wiſdom from the good and wiſe, 
Virtue to know, and known to exerciſe: 


* 


From good examples rules of life to draw, 

To worſhip God, and feel for other's woe. 
If virtue be the only thing you ſeek, 

It may be found, tho' you're unſkill'd in Greek, 


The good to heaven may find the narrow way, +. 


Who ne'er ſo much as heard of Algebra. 

Yet do not think ſound learning I deſpiſe, 
Of great advantage to the good and wile ; 
Who nature's wondrous ſecrets can diſplay, 
And to his God due adoration pay, 
Praiſe to his merit, muſt be juſtly due, 

To him that's learned, wiſe, and virtuous too ; 
Whoſe boſom glows with univerſal love, 
Even ſuch, impartial Angels muſt approve ; 
Who ſee the Sage tho” in his humble cell, 


Where peace and conſcious virtue deigns to dwell; 


Greatly ſupport his ſoul when he's oppreſt, 
With poverty, and ſeemingly diſtreſt. 
The evening walk of him that's truly wiſe, 
More glorious and illuſtrious in their eyes, 
Than he who proudly marches to command, 
An hundred thouſand men in martial band : 
Io love his God, and fill his gen'rous mind 
With friendſhip, and the love of all mankind : 
Theſe humble virtues rightly underſtood, 
Can only make men glorious, great, and good, 


1 


_—_ 


A POEM by Dr. Wars. 
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Mr God, 1 love and I adare; WED 
Bur ſouls that love would know thee more. 
Wilt thou for ever hide, and ſtand 1 14 
Behind the labours of thy hand? 

Thy hand unſeen ſuſtains the poles 

On which this huge Creation rolls: 

The ſtarry Arch proclaims thy power, 

Thy pencil glows in every flower : 

In thouſand ſhapes and colours riſe 

Thy painted wonders to our eyes; _ 
While beaſls and birds with lab'ring throats, 
Teach us a God in thouſand notes. 

The meaneſt pin in nature's frame, 

Marks out ſome letter- of thy name. 

Where ſenſe can reach or fancy rove, 

1 | From hill to hill, from field to grove, 

| | | Acroſs the waves, around the ſky, 


There's not a ſpot, or deep, or high, 
Where the Creator has not trod, | \ 
And left the footſtep of a Gad. | 
But are his footſteps all that we, 
|: Poor groveling worms, muſt know or ſee ? 


f Thau maker of my vital frame, 
1 | 5 Unveil 
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Unveil thy face, pronounce: thy name, 
Shine to my ſight, and let the ear 
Which thou haſt form'd, thy language near, 
Where is thy reſidence ? On, why | 
Doſt thgu avoid my ſearching eye, 

My longing ſenſe? Thou Great unknown, 
Say, do the clouds conceal thy throne? 
Divide, ye clouds, and let me ſee _ 

The power that gives me leave to be. 

Or art thou all diffus'd abroad | 
Thro' boundleſs ſpace, a preſent God, 
Unſeen, unheard, yet ever near! 

What ſhall I do to fiad thee here? 

Is there not ſome myſterious art 

To feel thy preſence at my heart? 

To hear thy whiſpers ſoft and kind, 

In holy filence of the mind? 

Then reſt my thoughts; nor longer roam 

In queſt of joy, for heaven's at home. 
But, oh, thy beams of warmeſt love! 

Sure they were made for worlds above. 

How ſhall my ſoul her powers extend, 

Beyond where time and nature end, 

To reach thoſe heights, thy beſt abode, 

And meet thy kindeſt ſmiles, my God? 

What ſhall I do? I wait thy call; 

Pronounce the word, my life, my all. 


n 
Oh for a wing to hear me far 
Beyond the golden morning ſtar ! 
Fain wou'd I trace th' immortal way, 
That leads to courts of endleſs day, 2 9 605 
Where the Creator ſtands confeſs'd, Ven Res 
In his own faireſt glories dreſs'd. 
Some ſhining Spirit help me riſe, 
_ Come waft a ſtranger thro' the ſkies; 
Bleſs'd Jeſus, meet me on the road, 1 58 
| Firſt offspring of th* eternal Gd. 
Thy hand ſhall lead a younger Son. 
Clothe me with veſtures yet unknown, 
And place me near my Father's Throne. OOH, 5 


my 


A POEM &y the Same. 
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N OW reigns the night in her ſublimeſt noon, _ 
Nature lies huſh'd ; the ſtars their watches keep; 25 f 
- I wait thy influence, gentle ſleep, j 
Come, ſhed thy choiceſt poppies down. 
On every ſenſe, ſweet ſlumbers ſeal my eyes, 
Tir'd with the ſcenes of day, with painted Vanities, 
In vain I wiſh, in vain I try | 
To cloſe my eyes, and learn to die; 
Sweet ſlumbers from my reſtleſs pillow fly : 


Then 


1 


Then be my thoughts ſerene as day, 
Be ſprightly as the light, 

Swift as the Sun's far-ſhooting ray, 
And take a vigorous flight : 


Swift fly, my ſoul, tranſcend the duſky ſkies, 


And trace the vital world that lies 
Beyond thoſe glimmering fires that gild and cheer the 
There Jeſus reigns, adored name! [night. 
The ſecond on the Throne ſupreme : . 
In whoſe myſterious form combine 
Created glories and divine: 
The joy and wonder of the realms above ; 
At his command all their wing'd ſquadrons move, 
Barn with his fire, and triumph in his love. 
There ſouls releas'd from earth's dark bondage lives, 
My Keynolds there, with Howe and Boyle are found; 
Not time nor nature could their genius bound, 
And now they ſoar, and now they dive 
In that unlimitable deep where thought itſelf is drown'd. 
They aid the Seraphs while they ſing, 
God is their unexhauſted theme; 
Light, life and joy for that immortal ſpring 
O'erflow the bleſſed millions with an endlefs ſtream.” 
Amazing ſtate ! Divine abode ! 


Where Spirits find their heaven while they are e loſt in God. 


Hail, holy ſouls, no more confin'd . 
To limbs and bones that clog the mind, ; 
Ye have eſcap'd the ſnares, and left the chains behind. 
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No more dilturb our thoughts, or more pollate oat joys 8 ug 
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We wretched priſoners here below, | 
What do we ſee, or learn or . mp 
Et ſcenes of various folly, guilt and woe? 
ife's buzzing ſounds and? ing colours.pls þ 
Round —5 fond ſenſe, e rhe 5 Y, = 3 
Enchant the fancy, vex the labouring foul; © 
Each rifing Sun, each lightſome hour, = 
. Beholds the buſy llavery we endure ; 7 3 3 
Nor is our freedom full, or contemplation pure, 
When night and ſacred ſilence overſpreads the pole. 2 
Reynolds; thou late aſcended: mind, 9 
Employ'd in various thought and tune ful fong, 
What happy moment ſhall my ſoul unbind. 7 
And bid me join th' harmonious throng? . -,.. 
Oh for a wing to riſe tio thee ! 3 
When ſhall my eyes thoſe heavenly wonders ſes? R 
Wnen ſhall Ltaſte æhoſe comſorts with an ear refin d a 
Boll on apace, ye ſpheres/ſublime, 12 
Swift drive thy chariot round, illuſtrious Moon, 
Haſte, all ye tuinkling meaſurers of time, R +4 
Ve can't fulfil your courſe roo ſouunn. 
Kindle, my languid powers, celeſtial n 45 9 
Point all. my paſſions to the courts above £15 4 N 
Then ſend the convoy down to guard my. laſt remove. 
Thrice happy world, where gilded toys | 


There light and ſhade ſucceed no more by turus, 
There reigus th eternal Sun with an unclouded ray, 
There all is calm as night, yer all immartal day, | 
And Ar. for ever ſhines, aha Jove for ever e 
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